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CHAPTER X-—Continued.
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"I'm sorry. Bosiness worries?”

“Why-—<In a way, yeu"

The docter achileved a perfeet cir-
wiet, and beamed at It

“Something elge?”

“A good deal else,” said Hilllurd, ab-
etracted. “But that's no reason for
me te bother you with it. I didn't know
M was so apparent.”

8Sftence.

“It's not my habi,” sald the doctor
preseatly, “to offer any advice unless
I'm axked for It. CGratuitous advice
mever did anybody uny good, And no-
bhody takes It unless It cosls some-
thing—and not often then. And I'm
melther your regulae physician nor
your confescor, But If I had mnde a
disgnosie at this present minute I'd
say that you need a preacher a great
deal more than you do a doctor.”

“ . .. [do"” sald Hillinrd, look.
ing up sharply. “Only . It's out
of the question. Just personal things,
doetor—nothing 1 can very well talk
abowt

“Your trouble,” sald Doctor Durant,
“ma't: physical as much as it Is spir-
Stual. It's nothing but taut nerves, It's
mothlag but your struggle against the
mestraluts you put apon yourself. How

s ! know? You've told me so . . .
avery time I've seen you. It's In your
fwee, my boy. It's In your eyes, Con-
stantly. And It looks as though the
wonference Is about over . . . be
cause if that (sn't Carol coming up the
oteps, my cars aren't half as good as
they nsed to be”

Both men were on thelr feet ns she
eame In, swirling.

“Oh!" she erled to Hilllnrd, “1
dMn't know you were coming up to-
wight! Suppose I'd missed you!"

Hfla merely smiled, and made no an-
swer; nor did he spenk to her until
sfter the doctor, protesting n sudden
desire for solitude, had waved them
Respitably out of the study Into the
fiving room. Carol was In the old fa-
wmillar corner af the sofa; Hillinrd was
slanding by the fireplnce, peering
W»wrn Into the emply grate. He coughed
Marshly, and an expression of ufter
Bepelessness crept into his eyes. He
tmrned sbruptly,

I “Well,” he sald, “Just how much
would you have cared If you had?"
* - ] . ™ » -
{ There was a stately old lamp stand.
mg at height behlnd the sofm; Its
shadows wepe gracious and Its light,
an it erept through a shude of painted
weltum, touched Carol asoftly, In
delicncy of radiance which was Infin-
Mtely caressing. Her hunds were lylng
In her lap: she bent her head, and
mlewed them studlously.

“Why, 1 should have cared a great

" she mald. “I'm always disap-
pointed when I imlss seelng & friend of
. What makes you so pessimistic,

of a sudden?”

Hiliard reddened, and his eyes grew
Wrighter,

“Friendship!” ke sald tardlly.
*What an accordionlike sort of thing
that Isl" - .

“Why. Mr. Hilliard |" Her tone was
at the same time Interrogutory and re-
Mml.

“0Oh, I'm not spenking of youw," he
waid. *Only of the thing itself, . , .
Wt's big or little, close or distant , . .
-ll it hasn't anything to say about It

« - . You'll have to excuse me—I
mthlnkl‘n: out lond , ., "

I wpPlease do!" she sald. “Yon were
en Che way to be interesting, Think
eut loud some more.”

Hillard glanced sharply at her,

=Don't laugh at me!" he sald, almost
roughly. “For heaven's sake, don't

kuew that the one tlme you
shouldn’t Inugh at a man Is when he
deserves it

Carel's attitude was vaguely less
wuggestive of ense,

“] wasn't lnughing at you," she sald,

=truly. But what you sald was so
e o . B0 queer”
“Oh, yos." Hilllard's accent was

wery fat. "1 supposa (it was, It must
Bave been. I always seem to be"
more or leas up In the alr when I come
to see you, don't IT The Inst time we
mmiked about friendship--"

*But that was at least 0 month age,”
she suid hastily, “and In the mean-
wme, you've been Just as nlce and
wheerful as saybody. 1 thought you
were all over your troubles"

“Cheerfulness wasn't  what you
ssked for” Hullard swallowed ‘hard,
“3 . . . 1 came up here, Miss Du-
»uad, to have a really serlous tnlk with
o . . really serious. It's been
od too loug already. It took me

solid days to gel my cournge, up
Me . And . . . and now I'm here,
4 don’t even know how to begin.”

Me scowled heavily Into the vacan!
Sregdace, nnd held out his palms with
a mechanle gesture as though to warm
thess a8t an lmagloary blaze. “You
&wow " be suld absently, “your rulhar
B & very extraordinary man—very.'

The compliment to the doctor hud
Ms lavariable effgct upon her; she
wlowed undor IL

“ve always known that . . . I'm
giad you realize It, too.”

Be stood erect, and faced her, |
@ . . . itoame to we, when |+ -
Salking tu him, what a geeat privi. o
3 mwst be Tor you to have his advic.

need 1t.  And there are so few—so In-
credibly few—people who make you
feel like that., One Ip a thousand. Or,
one in ten thousand, People who lift
you clear of your trivial little self—
and make you think In terms of prin-
ciples, and not of your own aclfish
Idens—and still don’t preach,

It must be a privilege.”

“It ten’t only for me,” she sald. "He

has enough sympathy for anyone who
asks for It. He {sn't very worldly—
you've noticed that? He can't believe
that anybody, or anything, |s really
bad . . . and perhaps that's why
people come to him so, Of course, It
may be that just because he's my fa-
ther, 1"
“No." Hlllard shook his head
“T've seen a good many fathers, and
next to mine. My own was o
wonderful man, too, but I never ap-
precinted him, And seeing the doctor
has made me wish oh, It's too
childish to talk about!™

“If you were really as old as you try
to be,” she sald gently, “you'd know
that it isn't ever childish to be serious
abont such things as that. On the con-
trary! And yet there was a time when
you wanted me to think you were well
over thirty. Why, Mr. Hilliard, you're
a hoy!" Nevertheless, she regarded
him not as one would regard
& mere youth, but with appreciably
more uncertainty.
Hilllard had flushed warmly.
“That was when I wanted yon to
think a good many things that weren't
true."
“Abhout you?' Her Inflection was an
invitation to further confldences, and
it drew Hilllard Incontinently along
the path he had planned—and feared
—to take.
“Some of them,” he admitted. “And
some were about you, The fact Is, I
. I've eome on a pecullnr errand.”

ll- ¢leared his throat violently; his
eyes suddenly adored her. “I've come
to stedighten all that out, Please don't
imagine I've suddenly gone crazy or
. . or anything . . . and please don't
tnlm unything I say tonight to mean
wenkness , . . because, honestly, I've
thought about this so much that It's
ranther dlsintegrated me , . ., but I've
got to tell you some things I don't
want to.” His shoulders squared In
resolution ; and at the look of pain in
his eyes, of pain and despalr, her
whole womanliness went out to him-—
and had to be crushed, because she
was, after af, n woman,
Her look to him was first of aston-
Ishment at his surrender, and, after
that, of swift, ineffable pity for the un-
naumed forces which were Influencing
him. Womanliness hung In the bal-
ance; and then, in a flash of perfect
comprehension of his plight, she knew
that she could spenk to him without
reserve, He had pasgsed beyond the
hounds of conventionality ;* she put
hersgelf, mentally, at his side,
“If It hurts you to say It,"” she said,
“I've known you've been . . . fond
of me, How could I help it? And why
shouldn't you have the right to think
of ItT Why shouldn't you have the
right to be yourself? Why shouldn't
you have the right to talk 1o me, and
to expect me to hear you, and try to
understand? You haven't thought that
my father Is the ouly one of us to do
that, have you?™ The reproof was ex-
quisite,

“Ever slnce that day . . . the Ume
you played to wme,” he sald, “I've
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“Think Out Loua Some More”

fought ugainst —fought llke the
very devil, and—"

“I've kpown that, teo—and yon've
come 1o see me so seidom, 1'd hoped
it least that you'd give yourself the
chance you sald you wanied"

He stiffened heroleally “You forget
there was a condition . . . an lmper
ative condition ., . and It's ounly falr
fo you to tell you that it's & condition
| can't ever mest-—ever. That's why
I'm here. 1 had to tell you™

There was a profound stillness.

“Can't you explain?’ she sald at

sad his sympathy. . . . whea jou

[

tust. “1 wiah you would. You're mak-

Ing me feel very bad, Mr, flilliard,
You owe it to me—"

He had to exert his utmost will to
miuke the beginning, “All 1 can ex-
plain s that I've made another mis-
take . . )" After the first great «ffort
the words came tumbling, passionate-
ly, unchecked, *“It would have been
80 Infinitely better for both of us if
I'd never met you at all, . . ., My life
has been a whole series of mistakes;
this Is the womst. . . . The worst
Of course, It would be absurdly sim-
ple If I were golng away from Syra-
cuse, if 1 were going to leave you
here, and go—but I'm not, I'm going
to stay hers. And 1 ean't think It's
decent not to tell you now that If you

. knew all I know . ., what ['ve

been, what 've done . . . you woulin't
marry me |f 1 were the lnst man left
to ask you! . . .)" He gestured im-
putiently. “We're childigshly hopeful
gometimes . . . all of us ., . . hoping
for what we know Is impossible
whnt we know always will be [mmpos-
sible. . . . I've been like that—and
what T hoped was that youn could take
me on the basis of what I've been
for the last few months . . . since
July . .. because that's the way I take
myself. Just a man—a man—Ilike
Janck Armstrong. 1 hoped we could
simply eliminate the past, and . .
I can't get away from It, It's on my
heels every minute, It's what 1 am,
now . . . but If I went much further
back than that, you and the doctor
wonld both think just what I do ahout
myself ., . . and I'd have to say good-
by to you anyway . . . Just as I'm do-
ing tonight. 1 hope you can see that
I'm not telling all this to you from any
other motive except to be quite honest
with you. Quite honest—for once. I
care too much about you to let you
live another day without knowing thut
I can’t go on—Iit's over. . . . I'm not
fit to be even your friend. That's
all.”

She sat motionless. Hilllard had
turned back to the fireplace.

“Were vou as bad . . . as that?" she
whispered,

“Onee,” she said bitterly, over his
shoulder, “l used to be a gentleman,
But that was a long ttme ago."

She ralsed her head., “Nothing
could ever make me believe,"” she sald,
“that you haven't nlways been just ns
I've known you-——since July. Nothing
cnn, and nothing will., What you may
think about yourself makes no differ-
ence to me, I—"

“Don't!"™ he sald, and his tone was
agonlzed, “Don't you see—"

“I don't belleve you," she sald stead-
ily.

Hilliard'a volce was unstable with
his great bitterness of fallure. “You
flatter me,' he sald harshly., “And be-
sides—you're wrong."

She was up, and beslide him, smillng
briavely into his eyes, and he was flog-
ging his will to keep his hungry arms
from snatching her, from sweeping her
close to him, and . . .

“What do you think women nre?"”
she demanded, with sweet lmperious-
ness.  “Nothlng but marble statues—
or putty cnes? Just made to stund
around and let the world go past,
without having anything to say about
inr”

Ha retreated to the wall in self de-
fense. “Don’'t! Don't! Pm the one
who's driven myself Into this corner—
not you!"

“But you don't ghave to stay o It
nlways, do you?” ‘

Ha stared at her in mystification

“Don't be silly,"” she sald, “and don't
he unreasopable; I'm  not!™  She
touched his sleeve; his expression was
unehanged. “Don't make me think you
nre mm-umnnhla"' ghe sald compas.
slopately. “If yon're not satisfled, why
can't vyou make yourself what yon
want to be? Instead of brooding over
the past, that you ean't help, why don't
you think about thiugs you can help?
Living Is about all there Is to live for,
lsn't ("

He drew In his breath perilonsly
“Hut 'm letting you go,' he suid,
duzed,

She stampxd her foot in tremulogs
weverity. “No, you're not; I won't nl-
low It! Oan't you see why? Do |
have to tell you that? Well .
bhecause T want you for a friend even
If you don't want me."

“Want you!" he cried, and remom
bered himself, and froze to Immobllity
“Oh—nas% a friend!”

“Surely, as a friend
vou think I meant?"

The young mun shook his head

“T don't know. Only I came up hoere
to tell you I haven't any right to your
friendship, I can't tell you why |
I haven't as muach callousness as all
that . . buat If T did tell you, your
Inst atom of falth In me would bae
gone, And you can't afford to have me
even for a friend—now that I've said
that, can you?™

“Yeuo ' she sald steadfastly, “1 can
nfford It

“When when I've told wu
M His lips were parted In
umnwdnm his eyes roved dully. *1
can't under— . . . TI'm telling you
I'm not worth the powder to blow me
i+ haden.” He laughed oddly. “That's

oved already, over and over again

. . Don't you understand?

ool . ., ® His volee broke,

what else Aid

L arol

..Wh,
. I'm not 8t to talk o you. |

That's proved, too, I'm y1oving
it now! I'm saying lt—don't you bhear
me? I'm saylng it now, And you—"
He put his hand to his forehead, and
brushed back his halr, which was
strangely wet. “l can't make It any
plainer,” he sald, with helpless fnality.

sald earnestly, “1 can't believe It 1sn't
coming out all right. So if you'll just
keep on llving, and working, and try-
ing . . . and . . " Here her
eyes were so appealing that his own
dimmed to behold them. “And you
haven't been so very dreadful after all,
have you?"

Hilliard retreated once again, not
trusting those hungry, lawless arms of
his,

“I'm just wondering,” he sald, with
a terrible smile, which wnas entirely
devold of mirth, “if a man happens to

“Don't!

Don't{"”

be In a u sort of transition
period, you know—half-wny between

. . I wonder what's coming to him.
I wonder what 18 coming to him,

I wonder If the whirlwind doesn't get
him both ways."
. L] . . . e

After the street door had closed be-
hind him, Carol went slowly along the
corridor to the doctor's study and
knocked, out of sheer hablt. His pleas-
ant barltone came to her reassuringly.

“Yes?"

“Are you busy, dear?' Few men, on
hearing her voice, with that suggestive
cateh In (t, would have confessed to
a previous engagement.,

“Not when you're around,” said the
doctor, appesring on the threshold.
His tone altered suddenly. “What's
wrong?' he sald. L

“Daddy,” sald Carol, “he's gone,
+ +« 4 Yousaw him, too . . . what
13 It? What Is it?" She was trembling
violently ; the big doctor gathered her
up In his arms without ceremony and
carried her over to his favorite leather
chalr.

“Fires burning” sald Doetor Du-
rant, quietly. “Burning and burning
and burning llke the ones
you've seen down In the blast furnaces
. « +» white hot, and erucible steel
eomes out of them strong
enough to make permanent things ont
of . . ." Hesmoothed her halr, and
she sighed quiveringly, and lay still
“And the steel lasts ten thousand times
n& long as the fires that made (. 1
don't know what's hlowing the flnmes,
denr, but he'll do—he'll do.”

CHAPTER X1

Half-way Adown James street, Hil
Hard, deiviag his runabont In utter dis-
regard of the traflic rules, was reliv-
Ing, moment by moment, and word by
word, the conversations of the earller
evening. He Bad gone to Carol with
the sturdy Intention of betraying him
self manfully and In detall ; but In the
doctor's study he had perceived an-
other, and what seemed to him a more
unsalfish method of achieving the same
end. He had fancled that If he could
preserve Intact the memory of Dieky
Morgan, If he could prevent the world
—anid espacially that part of it per-
sonal to the Cullens and Durants—
from knowing what a despicable thing
it was that Dick Morgan had done, he
conld save a modicom of pain for
those who would otherwise be most
iffectedd. This conception had inter-
ferad to make his talk with Carol
somewhat aimlesas he had
been under the dual necessity of damn-
ing Hilliard, without lmplicating Mor.
gan. And how bunglingly he had ac-
complished it! How Inefficlently—how
unsuccessfully !

On impulse, he checked the speed of
the car, and swerved to the left; he
was actuated by a sudden desire to pon
over to the University club and see
Armstrong. He had no definite plun
| us to what he should say or do: he
merely craved to meet his rival face
1o fuce, and have it out with him. Man
to man—and this time there should he
1o bungling.

Mr. Armstrong, It seewmed, was lu the

“No matter what's happened,” she

lthrary and would come dow
directly. Indeed, he followed almos
on the heels of the messenger,

“Why, hello, Hilllard,” he sald, rath
er stiltedly. “Did you want to see me!
That's too bad—I've got to leave hers
in Just a couple ot meconds to catch
my train, I'm going West tonight."

“T'll take you over,” ssld Hilliard
shortly., “That'll save you a minute o
two—and give us time to chat. My
car's outside.”

“Why—under the

"

circumstances
Armstrong’s glance was divert
ed. “I don’t think I can let you do
that—take me over, T mean. I'm
going West on a business crip and 1
don't think it would be very approprl
ate for you to—"

“Oh—you are!"” Hilllard felt strenks
of ice coursing along his spine. “How
firr West?"

Armstrong consulted his watch nerv.
ously.

“Hilllard,” he sald, “T Hke to do
things out In the open. There are
Just two reasons why I don't think you
really want to Invite me to ride down
to the station with you. If 'm wrong,

It's up to you to say so. One of 'em,

s that Rufus Waring has asked me to
stop off at Butte—I'm going a good
deal further than that—and look up
Some matters for him. I guess you
know as well as I do what they are

Hilliard fumbled his hat, “I see
And—the other reason?"

Armstrong suddenly stralghtened;
and his volce had a curlous ring to it
~a ring which electrified Hilllard and
awoke , the most petrifying alarms
within him,

“But does one ordinarily mention—
certaln kinds of people—in a men'
club? I don't know how It is where
you come from-—but here, we don't.”

Hilllard smiled vapldly; It was the
utmost perversity of emotion, for he
knew now why Carol had been so ex:
plicit in her sympathy . . . why she
had heen so metlculous to let him
reanlize that she wanted him ns a
friend; only as a friend . . . and here
wns Armstrong, concealing with diffi
culty the triumph he was hinting at

"“No," he said harshly. “One doesn’t,
but there Isn't anything to keep us
from mentioning anybody we llke out:
side the club, is there?"

“Why—not that I—"

“Then I'l take you down anyway,"
sald Hllllard, “And let's see if wa
can't try to understand each other."

It took a brave man to accept the
offer, for Hllllard's eyes held little to
recommend thelr owner as a prudent
driver, or as a very pleasant compan.
lon. Armstrong, however, was already
putting on his hat.

'] L - - - L] L]

They had driven over to the station
in sllence, Hilllard, parking the run-
about earefully, turned to hls passens
Kger.

“We've got ten good minutes,” he
said. “Your traln lsn't even in yet—
go ahead and talk.”

Armstrong, after a momentary de-
lay, put out a concilinting hand. *“O!d
man,"” he sald, “let's play the rest of
this out like two sensible people. We
won't get anywhere by blekering, and
1 suppose it won't do any harm for us
to put all the cards on the table, and
know exactly where we stand. Of
course, you haven't known me very
long, and I haven’t known you . . .
but suppose, just to help along the un-
derstanding, we take each other at
face value,"

Hilllard wineced,

“Well—suppose we do, Then what?

“Then you can't hold It up ageinst
me for stopplng off at Butte on my
way out. I haven't any motive in i{—
1 promised to do it as a favor to Rufe
Warlng. It iso't & personnl issue at
all, I know exactly how It must np-
pear to you, but . . . I'm not that sert
of man, Hiltjard, 1 wouldn’'t have
dreamed of it wyself, That's stenight !™

The masquernder - regarded him
earnestly—and ylelded to his evident
sincerity.

“Way down deep,” he sald, at length,
“l know you're not. but . . . what's
that for? He referred to Arm-
strong’s outstretched hand. “Oh! . ..
all right.” They shook hands solemn.
ly. “At the same time it would have
been so perfectly natural for you te
feel llke getting whatever levernge
you could-—"

“There's no need of that—now,"
sald Armstrong. His smile was proud
and brilliant, and Hilllard withered
under It,

“Well, T wasn't sure.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Evidence Stork Had Traveled.

Julln had been over to see the nelgh.
bor's new baby and upon her return
was nsked how she llked it, to which
she replied: “Well, mother, It is all
right, only the stork must have been a
long time on the way with It, for It
certainly Is awfully tanned.”

Kept Busy on Social Calls.

The wife of a member of congress
cn dlgcharge her socie! duty in the
cabinet In nine calls, but a cabipét
wolinn must ay more than 500 if
Le¢ makes wvaly one call during 'the
woason on euch seantorial and cos
Lressional housabold.

| nged finger, he exclnimed,

ALL SHOULD HAVE A GARDEN

Health and Profit in the Cultivation
of the Ground, Even Though
Plot Is Small,

The “elty farmer,” as they humor-
ously called him, was a very great
belp, not only to himself, but to the
country, during the war-garden time,
and the experience he gained from his
war-garden activities then has since
helped him In the fight to win out
against the high cost of living,

He has profited by that experience
In every beneficial way, and the best
of all is that he fell in love with his
garden, and has been In love with It
ever sluce,

He found health there, and more of
bome happiness; and the profit was
then, as it will be now, that he didn't
have to take the market basket from
home,

To the town dweller, who perhaps
hasn't given much attention to garden-
Ing, the Albany (Ga.) Herald says:

“It's great to have a garden, even
though it produce few vegetables, It's
great to have a place for outdoor ex-
erclse—a place in which to turn up
the fragrant earth with a spading fork,
level it with a ke and lay It off with
a trench hoe. Some folk say It's bet-
ter exercise than goif or tennis, though
on that question we do not presume to
sit in judgment. A man can work in
his garden before sunrise, when golf
links are too wet with the dew to he
used, and his garden is a whole lot
nearer home than the golf club.

“And there Is no reason why Mr.
Towndweller cannot have a garden
with real vegetubles In it If he will
give a little practieal thought and dill-
gent application to Its preparation and
care."—Atlanta Constitution,

STRAIGHT ROWS AID GARDEN

Utilize Space to Best Advantage, and
Add Greatly to the Appear-
ance of the Pilot.

It will add considerably to the ease
of gardening as well as to the looks
of the plot If the vegetahles are plant-
ed In nice straight rows Instead of
helter-skelter, Besides, It will utllize
the spnce hetter.

Where spnee is restricted, It Is best
to have the rows run the long way of
the garden—north and south if pos-
sible—planting several kinds of sim-
llarly grown vegetables llke green
onlons, earrots and radishes, In the
sume row,

If you plant such erops as beets,
radishes and onions in beds these can
be made four to six Inches high by

"digging narrow paths around the beds

with a hoe and throwing the soil upen
the beds,

If the drainage of your garden Ig
not good it Is well to grow cabbage,
catlifiower and similar crops on small
ridges thrown up with the spade or
hoe. Other crops, among them early
peas and celery, should be planted in
shallow trenches scooped out with a
hoe. When these plants grow the soll
is gradually worked back around the
roots,

SEES BILLBOARDS AS WASTE

Eastern Authority Gives Excellent
Reason Why Unsightly Structures
Should Be Done Away With.,
Attacking the American biliboard
from a new angle, Mr. Joseph Pemnell
declures that *the lumber expended
In unnecessary and unsightly hill-
boards In this country would rebuild
nearly everything destroyed abroad.
The palnt wasted here would cover all
the new bulldings, and the labor would
be of Incaleulable benefit in what we
hear 1s the great essentlal of produce-
ing more.” The argument should do
much to help the anti-billboard cam-
paign, for, although muny will hesi-
tnte to believe that Mr. Pennell’s arith-
metie Is altogther correct in 8o niee
a balance between billhoards in Amer-
fen and “everything destroyed” in Eu-
rope, there will be plenty to agree
that the unnecessary erection of Amer-
fean billboards consumes a vast deal
of materinl that would be very help-
ful In the erection of bulldings in Eu-
pope.  Meantime the bilthourds multi-
ply, and hy so doing ndd constantly to
the evidenee of thelr own unidesira-

bility.

His Fears Realized.

June and John, twins, are exception-
allv fond of each other, John seem-
|||.:'.:. much the alder with the jpro-
prietarinl  solicitude  for Jane's wel-
fare, Jane had spent the week end
out of town and asg the traln drew into
the station, John was there to neet
her. Quickly unoting the newly hnnd-
“1 Just knew
you'dd get hurted if 1 wasn't along to
take care of yon!"

Luck and Labor.

Luck Is ever walting for someihing
te turn up Labor, with keen oves
and strong will, will furn up soine
thine Luck Hes In bed, and wishes
the postmen wonld bring him the news
of # legacy. Labhor turns out at six
o'cloak, and with busr pen or ringlng
hammer mys the foundation of a cow-
petenee.  Luck whines Lahor whist-
tes, Luck rolles ot chisnce. Labor ong
charpcter — Cohden,
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